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THE MEMORY 
On quiet nights or busy days 
the image flashes-
no less dimmed by time. 
Tears so quick flow from 
swollen streams of grief 
that rage within 
Rising, 
Palling. 
Reaching out to touch 
damp curls on downy cheeks 
resting gently on sheets bright 
with Mother Goose and Jack-Be-Nimble. 
But as 1 reach to pick you uP. 
Teddy Bear and Raggedy A nne 
Gaze up, 
lifeless and lonely, 
Breasts still longing to be suckled 
in rocking chairs 
waiting patiently , 
empty, empty. 
Toy soldiers, Jack-in-the-Box 
so cold in pools of moonlight 
as I close the door 
against the sorrow 
one more time. 
The memory too painful 
to remember 
is too precious to forget. 
The Mother- Child that never was, 
will al ways be. 
Suzanne Allen 
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WHAT THEY HAD TO SAY THE OTHER DAY 
~ clshi ngton: 
They said lhat tliroshlm~ and Naga aki " ~ved live::;;" 
Thei sought the survivor -ali ve, but r!;loiation- doo, cd. 
They sai that N I\TO wa~ A "deterrence ngain t aggt'c. ion"; 
They ;,cr~).iched the walls: "Yankee, GO HO '\1E!fI 
They ai-:l that Korea was to be divided into North and South; 
They s arred Korea's terrain; El'lst and We t's "limited war." 
Tney said t/1at the new peace had become n "Cold V\ar"; 
They iloed the eartil with missiles, nuclear-tipped, to "keep the pcaN~.' 
\1 oscov. : 
They said hat "We. terri provocateurs" lit the Molotov cock tails In Budl'lpest; 
They ledge-hammered "Freedom Fighters "; crushed defiant rock-thrower. 
They sa I d hEt t It ociaiis t Unity" deterred "Western I tnperialis m "; 
They hackled their people; "99.7% voted Communist!" they bragged. 
They said that the Wall protected their people from "We tern decadence"; 
They scofted at blood staining the Wall's inner side. 
They said that "your grandchildren will live under Communi-m"; 
They secluded their children behind an "Iron Curtain." 
Washington: 
They said that Bikini Atoll was a "perfect site"; Atomic Age eminent domain; 
They salted the air and sea with radiation-again and again. 
They said the U- 2 was a ''lost weather plane"; 
They swapped Powers for Abel-pawns in Cold War chess. 
They said that the Bay of Pigs would create a Cuba without Castro. 
They sal ved their consciences with ransoms paid. 
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They said that Vietnam was "one of the dominoes"; 
They shouted on carnpu ~es: "He11 no, we won ' t go!" 
Moscow: 
They saId that half a million W9rsaw Pact soldiers had been "invited in '; 
They shouted in Prague: "Russians. GO HOM E!" 
They aid that they had come to protect them from "reactionaries"; 
They scrawled swastika' on Soviet tanks, taunted Soviet creNS. 
They said that "Communist ideals had been betrayed"; 
They spurned steel and spat dpfiance: "Why are you here?" 
They said that they were not "oc~uplerst but Socialist comrades"; 
They sacrificed freedorn's frailties, again. but the Czechs did not send 
to know for whom the bells tolled. 
"Who is on my side, Who?" 0 Kings, 9:32 
"Who is the slayer, who is the victim? Speak!" Sophocles 
"What region of the earth is not full of our calamities?" Virgil 
"But such is the irresistible nature of truth, that all it asks 
and all it wants . is the liberty of appearing." T. Paine 
Heyward Gnann 
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DECEMBER 9, 1980 
Tnose or us wh went to bed early la"t njgll~ 
R~e to finel once glli:1 th l the ...... orlli 
Had be n totdlly I anged: 
·John the Seeker Lennon i deAd 
.}oinin the ott1ers whose lives 
Bought tile t amele" a na me: 
.John, Bobby, Martin and hi 110ther, 
Poor ruined George. 
Hone't ,John Lennon is de;ld. 
C;;ome finnl innocence 
Some ('verlost hope 
Fades it l OUl' psyche to a me hanized voice, 
Voice without blood, t It'ollt, or tongue 
Sings through rounded groove 
The music that now can never change agAin. 
And we who feel that loss of growth for John 
Know it a]<;o in our el ve , dimini hing potential 
This year of the decade's turning. 
With slow familiarity we witness once again 
The mangling of the one outstanding, 
The slaying of the heroic. 
"More popular than Jesus Christ," he said, 
And like Him too this final way, 
Impersonally destroyed by those 
Who no way can achieve the personal creation 
Of the individual person, the self, the soul of life. 
"John loved and prayed," his widow said, 
"For the human race. Please do the same for him," 
But seeing what is human, we 
Close heavy eyes to weep 
And hold out empty hands 






Graduate Study of Springtime 
When the Moon is Full 
stand up and take notice: when the dogwood flirt in May 
kies the moon white white petals soft and blood i wished 
upon a thorn bled good good red on '\1ay night wind i 
it seems a time when a girl from the Bible belt prophet speak 
must take it off and so she must she wants to see 
where's the white-suited cowboy to come untie her from the tracks 
bonds too strong to bite through but hemp raw gums bleed 
blood i watch him a he rides strong as he comes comes 
to the rescue from railway ties the moon even stronger smiles 
(Chicken Little must you squawk?) hear here spring hear 
so: you must lie and let lie with friends sweet 
be laid in lies weat in a back eat on Georgia 23 when the 
moon is full trees waving in spring as you pass pass 
spring's life as you pass fields which way does your garden 
grow in country fields pill speed breakers of dead possums 
entrails with Gretal's crumbs have fallen the red arrow 
pointing to where life can be found in the springtjme some 
times the moon will sing you can hear it if you try try 
try with ear to ground to hear it with tongue in cheek listen 
listen with limbs sprawled Oh glory listen at night in May 
listen in spring as panty hose stream out the window out 
out like a wind sock which way blows the wind it blows so 
strong so blow blow with beer's breath the candle out take 
out the flame the fire in one last attempt to extinguish 
every taste of red in the mouth of the smithy (or was it jones?) 
it was was so long long ago i can't remember what time is 
the time of spring and youth how do you do my dear my my 
Oh my it's just so i am am i Joan no more in Domremy 
has drowned has it in coors the voices they speak to me 
too me and i must listen as they speak or is it just the moon 
moon Oh in May Oh Dionysis what clever games you play 
play ·Hill you escort me to the ball? 
Lynne Ashe 
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ADVICE TO A FRIEND AT COLLEGE 
Practice diligence, shun procrastination 
For knowledge awaits to be attained 
Pray to overcome any adverse situation 
While creating a peace, pure and unfeigned 
0nce 1 pos 'F'ssed your opportunity 
A chance that 1 would now cherish 
May your efforts contain continuity 
And your dreams never perish 
Thus my wish of contented felicity 
As you write another page of life 
May it record productive, worthwhile activity 
With gratitude to God, and exemption from strife. 
Donnie Co~krel 
NEW WORLD WOMAN 
Vocal and asserti ve 
A lady in disguise 
Bold and extroverted 
Much to my surprise 
Determined and ambitious 
World by the tail 
Open, yet suspicious 
How could she ever fail? 
No time to be romantic 
Afraid of being used 
Too cool to be dramatic 
If she ever becomes confused 
Possessor of a super face 
Uses it to better her place 
Has yet to join the human race 
Happiness she'll always chase. 
Donnie Cock reI 
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WHEN THE FIRST TRUE RODENT CREPT OUT OF THE SW AMP 
Por Loren Ei,ley 
The chance were one in fifty mHlion or so 
the rat would make it. Paleocenic whirllng-
"Wnlrl is king," laugh. Ari5tophanes-didn't stop 
hi:s grllssland, burrowing life. He got good 
at it-prairie dogs and chipmunks-driving 
his primate relatives into the trees, 
and after all these eons we've uncovered 
the kinship : Ancestors of ttle modern 
kangaroo rat were clearly primates. 
I don't doubt it. I've seen 
man gnawing at foolish things, rotted 
musty insults, dry straws of fear, 
bloody rage bits, fervent, sharp teeth 
snarling undel' beady bright eyes. 
I've gnawed so myself, and crouched 
in the black when the lair was crowded, 
suffocating in stench, gasping for air 
but afraid to breathe. Thank God 
for daily evolutions when we search 
our other bones and find the power to stand, 
flex our fingers and abandon dark holes 
for life in leafy apprehension. 
Sally Russell 
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WRITTEN SHORTLY BEF ORE MIDNIGHT 
WHILE LISTENING TO "L1ON IN WINTER" 
Empty footsteps e('ho in the ha l l. of tim 
Empty shlldows echo in mp j hearted mi n s 
The fool did love you 
He was blind 
The heaven above him 
Showered fiery star in your smiles 
nd all rHins did flowel' 
In that all consuming spring 
When you did love within the hollow ring 
YoU!' hands wel'e cold a~ you ('arri "d you 
Heavy load, never look ing round 
Through the streets unshowed 
lie followed you close 
To the reaches of his soul 
He loved you 
Behind stone grey walls he cried, 
There's nothing for you .. 
The sun does rise 
But cursing, he lies 
Damned-he does no! rise 
To see the light in the sky 
His eyes fall on the ground 
The fool did love you 
This, God judged sin, 
Men in the company of men. 
And all around are cold grey lies 
And no light brightens your unfeeling eyes 
A fool, I did love you 
When you smiled, God turned his back. 
Lisa J. Cai n 
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ARTS POETICAL 
This morning, stalking in the yard, 
My cat surprised a mockingbird, 
Which last summer cha~ed her here and there, 
Swooping low to pluck her orange-brown fur-
Ta thick its ragged ne t-without surcease. 
At last, almost undone, she sought release 
And with a haggard look approached the screen 
And scratched and cried until I let her in. 
So more than proud was she this autumn morn 
To have within her teeth last summer's scorn 
And paced before the screen until assured 
That I beheld the nemesis secured, 
Then darted off to seek a private place 
Where she would know the pleasures of her quest, 
Would savor, where not even I could see, 




Becoming of age, 
always searching for an wet':;; , 
que<lt1ons are wai tiner, 
Paul Bame ' 
UNTITLED 
An eagle soaring high 
Ru Ler of the evening sky 
Shadow , drifti ng, Gone , 
K~rri A. Pul1ian 
I WISH MORE PEOPLE BELIEVED THAT 
Yearning after youth 
is a special brand of suicide-
patricide in reverse-
or worse, 
a butterfly burning 









II :JariE'tta Street, huh? Pretty rougL part of' town for fl homeboy-Ie's you 
thini-ln' at' joinin' up with the circus.!! 
'Do m'3 a fa val' pal, just drl ve and spare me the chat t er' . .. 
Been years since I've seen Petey-Boy. LN;t T saw of him wo." in 'Vlcmphi:s, Stevie 
Wonder was all the rage then, and Petey- Boy had his hair all tied-up in 
cornrows. Petey-Boy was always a nouveau, so au courant. 
IIHere's the tl'sil1 station-look, yonder is the circus train-it'll be $1- .75." 
ny a !T!an, here is sixteen-keep the hange and next t ime don't crui e around 
the same day-glow orange building three times, JOU rip- off cAbby." 
I slammed the door hard enough to shatter glass and wulked down the depot. 
Cold, calculating eyes looked at my gold watch, my neatly polished shoes, and 
then looked measuringly into my eyes. My major-professor in grad school joked 
one time that if you wanted to figure a white man's wealth, just look at his 
watch; and if you wanted to figure a black man's wealth, just look at his 
shoes. They say after black men accrue graduate degrees, we lose almost every 
semblance of being street toughs, I figured the rogues along the depot were 
trying to ascertain not only if I could be taken easily, but also if the take was 
going to amount to anything. I straightened my frame, stared straight ahead, 
and looked as hard as a graduate degree allows a black man to look. 
"Yo! Davey- Boy ! " It was Pete. 
Pete limped towards me. His hair was relaxed in a soft perm that all the 
brothers call "California curls,lI Watching him limp, 1 actually wondered: How 
can he still look as graceful as a cat? Be grabbed my ha.nd and pumped it. We 
grabbed a few Coney-Islands from a vendor, sat on a bench, and covered the 
same territory we had covered years before: How's Dad, how's the kids, any 
news from Willy-Boy, did I still like teaching at that hayseed junior college? 
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Petey - Boy Limped back over to the stand to get us more hotdogo-I guessed I 
~till ate four hotdogs. It had been ages since I'd even eaten hotdogs. A 
high- yellow strutted by on spiked-heels, wearing a cheap chiffon dt'es~ slit to 
mid- thigh that made her look even cheaper than her drugstore toilet-water made 
her smell. Pet ey's hard, grey eyes looked past her to what seemed fifteen years 
ago. 
Petey wa a year ahead of me in school, but he seemed five years older. Petey 
was a decol'ated athlete who wore a. letter-jacket with more pins on it than a 
bowling RIley. Prep Ali- Star, All-State, McDonald's Dream Tea m, 
Journal-Collstitution Player of the Year. I had a girlfriend; Petey dated the 
drill team. We both inherited about the same intelligence from our Dad who had 
parlllyed a job at the campus fa.rm into a degree from the Vet school. Yet 
while I had to bust my hump to qualify for a. lousy endowment, Petey stored the 
deluge of basketbal1 scholarship offers in an old filing cabinet of our Dad's. 
I\fter the charade of sending military advisors was ove[', kids our age were 
being sent to a police action in Viet Nam. College enrqUment increased tenfold 
because military deferment became as important to draft-age males a beHns 
are to burritos, and oddly enough, both Petey and 1 matriculated at the same 
university. Petey-Boy was the "campus jazz" - basketball hero, big car and 
flashy clothes, the stud who dated whole sororities. Petey majored in physical 
education, if you catch my drift; he rarely went to class, hardly studied, and 
never really got acclimated to academia. Eventually, Petey fl unked out, lost his 
scholarship and deferment, and got on a plane to Viet Nam. Four months later, 
Petey was in a hospital in Saigon; he had been "fired-up" on Hill 3109 outside of 
Phnom Penh and now he had one leg a half-inch shorter than the other. 
It had been fifteen years since that fateful day on Hill 3109 the day T met 
Petey- Boy at the train depot. Later that night at the circus, after my kids had 
gorged themselves on cotton candy and laughed at the clowns, ten men on 
unicycles played a hilarious game of basketball . The men who played the 
basketball game were all former greats, regulated to peon status and subjected 
to the condescending chuckling that accompanies circus basketball. Amidst the 
snickering and guffawing, one player with a half-inch block on one pedal of his 
unicycle had an especially forlorn look on his face. 
Watching Petey pedal furiously around the arena, I couldn't help but liken his 
unicycle to a clock , and wonder if he wasn't desperately trying to turn back the 
hands of time. 
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NO RERUNS, PLEASE 
sm:lr't announ er' on TV 
Today greatly sur'prised me 
With hi solution 
To nuclear war: 
Give full coverage to NBC 
Ex lusi vely and you will see 
Jt will be cancelled 
A so tnallY shows are. 
Lucille Bennett 
EASTER 1976 
Now you remember how we hunted eggs, 
Looking for different colors in the gras 
And poking into every hollow place. 
Converging on each one like squealing pigs. 
I rushed around the yard on tireless legs 
But often found the prize not worth the race: 
Sometimes the eggs we found were such a mess, 
Cracked. faded shells. the inside full of bugs. 
None of that mess today. Kids, listen here; 
I've hid some plastic eggs that pull apart; 
In some I've put a quarter, some a dime; 
A doUar is in one. Look everywhere 
In all the downstairs rooms. Get ready, start! 





Gliding in grace and 'ilence 
Through the still water 
Set Hng in motion 
Reflections, ripples 
Softly seeking your way 
4.1ways 
One close by the other 
vv ith necks curved toward flight 
To realms beyond now 
Beautiful, stately' 
Dreaming your parting song. 
Betty V1 ai ne 
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YEARNING 
Shell come to rest 
In alien place 
Far from the sea, 
El)1pty of life 
That dwelt within 
Down in the depth, 
Halted at last 
Cast from the wave 
That carried you, 
Cupped in my hand 
Close to my ear 
The sound still heard, 
Echoes of singing 
Like roar of surf 
Washing the shore, 
Filled with yearning 
And restlessness 
For your true home. 
Betty Maine 
SOMETIMES WHEN 
Sometimes it's hard 
To keep love in your heart 
When things don't wOl'k out, 
A.nd you're falling apart. 
Sometimes it's hard 
To take life day by day. 
When you know what you feel 
But flOt what you say. 
Sometime it's hard 
To be just "good friends" 
When love is still there 
And Ii relationship en de;; , 
Sometimes it's hard 
To admit you were wrong 
When someone you love 
Has be n hurting too long. 
Sometimes it's hard 
Wilen three words mean so much. 
When you say, rrI Love You" 




The man was a biologist who'd worked the Alaska pipeline. 
I-Ie'd brought slides and mixed emotions from his time there 
To the ladies' club luncheon. 
The word he used most was impact, 
lnterchangeably verb or noun 
"v\e didn't know how the silt would impact 
On the fish downstream." 
(Silt was sent down 
Six hundred Alaskan streams.) 
Or, "We still don't know, 
Probably won't know, 
For twenty years yet, or thirty, 
What the impact will be 
On the land 
nd the life of the region. 
"For example, you can see in this picture 
little thing, a conduit in a stream, 
Just a few inches too high: 
Grayling aren't like salmon; they can't leap obstacles, 
We'd found things like this, and we'd report them: 
In fi ve weeks or six - it would take that long at least 
A crew would be sent back in. 
They'd lower the conduit. Then the fish could swim on. 
Somehow the companies found it was cheaper to do things over 
Than to do them carefully. right the first time." 
Outside the wind is something out of the old stories. 
It hurls angry fistfuls of rain 
Hard against the window panes. 
It slides into the room 
Snarling around the sides of the glass. 
The women shift a little in their chairs, 
Cross a leg, 
Prop a chin, 
Shi ver just alit tle bit 
When the wind hits a knee or the back of a neck. 
Eyes glazed, faces held, carefully in a pose of interest, 
They wait for the next slide. 
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The picture l ooks Ii ke a sandwich: 
Dirt, ice, dirt. 
"You can't get the size from the picture. 
The ice is as high as this room. 
When a cut like this is malie, 
The ice, exposed, begills to melt. 
Twenty miles back land will cave in, 
Sinking with the melting ice." 
Another slide: 
An arch in the pipeline 
Constructed so that the animals can move free 
Without impact of even visual barrier. 
Four hundred of these were in the plansi 
One hundred were actually built. 
Colors flicker across the faces in the room. 
"Here's something you don't see much 
Men with pickaxe and shovel. 
They are being careful with this streami 
This one was done right. 
You can't be careful with backhoe and 'dozer." 
One stream was done right, the man said, 
One of six hundred. 
More slides: 
Nuisance bears and wolves snapped before they were shot; 
Tons of gravel dug out of streambed ; 
Some eagle nesting sites sa ved by recourse to la w. 
Overhead lights are turned oni 
The women dredge up some questions; 
Everyone is anxious to be polite. 
The man announces that he is available 
For such presentations to other groups they might know of. 
Or this one again on another topic, 
Perhaps the impact of women on the pipeline 
Or something like that, how they handled toilets and baths. 
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We leave 
Running through Icy rain and wind 
To our separat . ear::>. 
Sheltered inside each turns on a key. 
The engine' do not 
Roar 
Purr 
Or come t life, 
Those things that living beings do. 
They startj that's all. 
Impact 
Bat'bara 'VI c Y1 ichael 
EXCERPTS FROM THE PEN AND QUILL 
Thomas C. Webb 
(Fri tz Penrose, a wri ter suffering from writer's block, has gone for tl walk and 
comes upon a strange inn .) 
I jumped back and should have run back into the fog to try to find my way 
home when the man on the knocker turned to a brass Image of a lion. I touched 
it. It was cold. My hand shook as T reached the doorknob and turned it. The 
door opened. Inside 1 saw people in clothes from ancient Greek to modern dress. 
1 thought it was a costume party. Quietly I closed the door so none of the 
people would see me. This was futile, for a man wearing B long frock coat came 
up to me Bnd said, "Welcome. I am Oscar Wilde. the great playwright and 
novelist. And you? II 
I an wered, "I am Fritz Penrose,lI and my voice shook. 
Another man came from behind the bar to greet me. He wore a clean white 
suit with several cigars standing up in his pocket. His white moustache was as 
bushy as his hair was in a botch. He spoke in a rough mid-west accent with 
traces of New England. The man said, "Don't let Oscar scare you. I'm Mark 
Twain, at least that's the name everyone calls me by. You're at the Writers' 
Guild Hall valley. Where all writers great or small come to. When we were alive 
many suffered because they chose to write instead of getting a real job and for 
a lucky few, fame came and stayed. Here, though, everyone is a beaming star in 
his own right. Death gave us Olit peace and our heaven." 
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J could not believe that Oscar Wilde and Mark Twain were speaking to me, 
but there they were. But when he said death, I became weak and he guided me 
to a table where a pretty young woman with a male companion sat. They were 
Jane Austen and Bram Stoker. Mark Twain gave me a glass of water to steady 
my nerves and r did become a bit calm. If I had known that I was dead maybe I 
would not have become weak. Somehow I did not feel dead, but then I had no 
real idea what death felt like. I still felt my body warmth, but 1 also felt it of 
Bram Stocker and Miss Austen. Maybe I was dead. If I was indeed dead 
(everything pointed to it), then r was indeed in heaven. 1 could not think of a 
better place to be. In the tavern there were Honore de Balzac , Edgar Allan 
Poe , Lord Byron, Sophocles, Bret Harte, Jack London, Rudyard Kipling, Lewis 
Carroll, Robert Louis Stevenson, Dante, Voltaire, Agatha Christie, Geoffrey 
Chaucer, and Robert and Elizabeth Browning. With this in mind, I became more 
myself and alert to my surroundings. Sin ~ there was nothing I could do about 
my situation, I quickly decided to meet everyone. 
At the table where I sat, Jane Austen was knitting a shawl which she told 
me was for Emily Dickenson. Bram Stoker was eating steak and draining a mug 
of ale. It was Stoker who broke the silence and asked of me, "Mr. Penrose, do 
you by chance have any connection with the stage?" I answered that I did not 
and spoke on, "Bloody shame ,tis. You see, mate, 1 was manager for the great 
Sir Henry Irving. What a man! Through him I knew all the greats like Ellen 
Terry and Oscar. I still miss the Westend of London. Before you became a 
writer, what did you do?" 
I answered, ''1 was a student at college." 
Austen was tapping her toes as she knitted when I noticed that Edgar 
Allan Poe was sitting by the fire ~d being comforted by Charles Dickens. I 
asked Miss Austen why this was. She said, ''Last night Poe and Dickens were 
both taking opium which, unfortunately, Poe took too much .of and saw one of 
his old nightmares and ran out of here screaming. Luckily Dickens knew what tg 
do and ran after him. What Poe saw I really can not say. but he is constantly 
seeing it whenever he drinks or tak~s a drug. Right now I would say that is 
exactly what he is doing." 
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I got up i1nd excused myself. Not far from the fire Balzac at eating. Upon 
seeing the food that lay on the table I could understand why this fa mous French 
writer was also a famous gl utton. There was blaquette de veau, chapon, les 
moules ravigote, pauchouse, grive, cru chou, a hundred and ten oysters, 
feumantine, and coffee. I had not seen so much in my life and there it was 
finding it way into the small fat Frenchman's stomach. He motioned Ole to sit 
at his table. Balzac took a swallow of coffee and said, "So you are the 
newcomer. Would you cal'e for something to eat? I am sure Twairt will be happy 
to bring you II bite to eat.1I 
I answered no . taring at the loud clothes he wore and the word IItacky" came 
to my mind. He took an oyster and began to eat the meat inside the shell and 
said, lI<\re you calm now? I remember when I came I was so nervous. It might 
have been the g['eat amount of coffee which helped me on the road to death . 
but I still beli eve it was the thought that I was dead. This valley is hardly what 
the Catholic church claim is heaven. T was expect ing angels with harps or 
devils with pitchforks, but this is truly heaven, Why, they even have enough 
food and coffee for me. Now go and meet some of the others, r must polish off 
this culinary delight." 
I went over to the poker tables. At the first Sophocles, Robert Louis Stevenson, 
Voltaire, Dante, and Joel Chandler Harris were playing. Dante was the dealer. It 
looked like Sophocles was raking in most of the poker chips. Geoffery Chaucer 
came next to me holding a goblet of red wine. fie said, "Quite a game. As a 
diplomat I could have used such a game to my advantage. Politics and poker 
both take a certain amount of cunning, bluffing, and intelligence. That's why 
Sophocles alwa's wins. Stevenson is so damned honest that anyone with half a 
brain can read his face. Do you play poker?" I was in heaven. After meeting 
many other famous authors and beginning to feel secure and happy at the Pen 
and Quill Inn, Fritz has to make a decision. 
T do not know why. but Poe got up out of his chair and stared at me. At first r 
did not see him, but slowly his eyes became known to me. Edgar Allan Poe 
walked over to me and stopped and stared into my eyes. Quietly he said, "You 
are still ali ve." 
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Lord Byron heard this and came over to stare , but shook his head aying he 
could not tell the difference and 'ent for Sir Doyle. Sir I)oyle examined mp 
by checking my t.'Yes , and in a clear st rong voice he said, IIA,fter checking rus 
optics 1 am [Jositive that Mr. Penrose is st ill alive." 
I as ed what it meant. Count i. .. e ToLstoi eame over and patted my shoulder and 
spoke, "Two things. One, you may stay here to die. When you die, you will 
urfer great spasms and it will almost destr'oy your mind if you are strong. If 
you are weak then you shall be simple. Second, you may tl'Bvel back on the road 
that brought you here and live out your normal life. '! 
I replied, flBut I must have been brought here for a reason'?" 
D~nte now came up and said, "True. \i1aybe it was by accident or maybe God 
w8.nted to show you wh you chose to be a writer. Maybe there is no simple 
answer. But Mr. Penro e, you ought to go back. T would if 1 could." 
Everyone in the tavern now surrounded me. They could tell that 1 reany did not 
desire to leave the Hall or them. Many spoke asking me to go back and enjoy 
the life that God gave me. It was Edgar Allan Poe who spoke. His voice 
trembled and yet, it was soft, and I knew his voice would guide me to what I 
ought to do. He aid,''l can hardly blame you. In 1849, 1 was walking the streets 
of Baltimore relishing the idea of a forthcoming marriage. A wonderful marriage 
it would have been too. Suddenly for no reason a patch of fog covered 
my footsteps. I thought it might be a nearby ri vel' or the ocean. Suddenly I was 
in the valley. I too enjoyed talking to the great writers and speaking to them as 
if we were old friends. Then Christopher Marlowe reali zed I was still ali ve and 
not dead. He told me T must go back. I hesitated, but soon I went back, but alas 
too late. Some people found me dying in a gutter in Baltimore and four days 
later I was back in this wonderful valley of the Quill Hall. Everybody thinks I 
died from drinking and I cannot redeem myself and tell them they were wrong. 
0 ' so wrong.1! 
Poe took a breath and spoke on, "Mr. Penrose, you are a w..-iter like us. Yet, 
you are alive. Do not toss that away like an empty bottle. You can create 
magic with words. All of us here did. We must have, for you have heard our 
names and read our stories for what they are. Many of us were unknowns when 
we came here and now we are known. Some never become famous. Go back and 
let the world gain from your God given skill. Be a magician with your quill; You 
can. That is what writing is all about.t! 
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I was st irreJ deeply by Poe's woeds and decided t o go bllck. T asked if I could 
tay longel', The answet' was a clear no. Bram Stoker and Jack London picked 
m~ up /inG c8t'ried me outside the tavern. They put me down on the road. 
Everyone else followed me out. .Jane Austen ki":>sed me, wish i ng me luck. 1 heard 
o car ~\ iIde say, ''Lucl\y stiff." an Sophocles ay "'Tis t he will of Z us. 1I I 
knew Dick~ns was comfor t ing Po,"'. The fog soon enveloped ffit: nnd the voices 
were gone. 
I kept walking till it was pea soup and crumpets again. The old oab wit h the 
hanging m ss appeaeed and the road turned back into a path. 1 kept walking on. 
The smell of white pines filled my lungs and I rubbed my eyes, I was under a 
white pine us if I had been sleeping and what had happened to me had been ~l 
sweet dream. I was amid brown pine straw .•• brown pine straw . 
IL was not long after 1 went on my vacation and still I am not sure wh~t 
occurred W,lS fact or fiction. If it waS fact, then I can loo~: forward to going 
back some day. For even small writers of no fame can be a member of the Hall. 
If it wa' fiction, then I did learn something from t he strange dream J had, As 
for me, I am almost sure that it was true and wonderful and r will never forget 
Poe's telling me the creed he wrote for the Hall after his death: 
If I\n author creates wonders. 
An author breeds pleasures. 
SomeWhere Sometime. 
A reader reads the author'S fabrication. 
Which gives the author untold joys . 
And this alone is the true reason 
The author writes. 
For he is the closest thing to God. 






\\ood and l!V' ve nri wind-b-wt Ilil s!low 
Would 1l1re me [)' st land t- en and all til t ts fi rm, 
To deeps and squulls and sounding whales. I earn 
To voyage where ,\jelville's se men dared to go. 
To feel the timbers li ve 'n ~ .at emlJr c' 
Lends stl'ength an ens to b:'ittle mortal's hear t. 
A man can think and fee l ttlr he 's a part 
Of wind-tight sail and spar and beam an d brace. 
Wood and tar, you see, and pitch and cloth 
re nature's est and fi l' t wrought gifts of worth, 
'ot forged in fire, but coaxed from liv ing earttl. 
r\ man can trust a ship wi th sail aloft. 
ot so today or .-hip of steel alia ('01i1. 
What place has man on c;t1 ips from Satan's soul ? 
,Jim Kline 
A DREAM 
It bursts forth. 
like a new begtnning or 
a bright sur!l'ise. 
It brings peace ••• 
like a gentle rain or 
mid-morning hope. 
It withers slowly ••. 
like a rose garden or 
the afternoon light. 
It finally dies . • . 




A WORLD FILLED WITH LOVE 
1 wish I could see 
'\ world without war. 
No need for armies or navies, 
Or nuclear technulogy, 
Just the simple psychology 
Of peace on earth. 
I wish 1 could see 
world without hate. 
No need for judges, juries, 
Or Lawyerts debate. 
\\! it h no jails or prisons 
for doing time, 
There would be no 
Criminals or crime, 
Just the innocent. 
I wish I could see 
1\ world without war, 
A world without hate, 
A world where peace 
Is a part of fate. 
A world without sorrow. 
A world wi thout need , 
W here would that lead? 





In the libl'ary ther'e are 
so many volumes 
I fecI I alll drownjng 
in a sea of knowledge, 
Oonn8o Under'woou 
EPIPHANY 
Tt all began innocently enougll. 1 suppose, 
It was only II matter of eyes; nothing more involved. 
We, each of us, search for the lost half of us, 
That part lost at life's onset. 
It happens now a.nd again that the one 
In whom we find our other self 
Finds his in us lit that self-same moment. 
I suppose I was searching for something 
I did not yet know was lost 
Only to discover something lost to me forever 




Bars of laughter surl'ouod me 
lockin T me into a cell of i. alation. 
Huddled ~ilhjn fln icy blanket of inse urity 
aWf!iting only tile war ltl1 of hatred 
wI the coldne s of alienation to seep through. 
rf olllj I had omeone to re~sure 'oe. 
Donna Undel'wood 
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TIME OF TROUBLE 
Tn time of trouble 
think of the love 
that flows all around you. 
to ti me of trouble 
keep in your mind 
just how much people care. 
In time of trouble 
think of the friends 
who worry about you. 
In time of trouble 
think of what you would like to do 
and take the chance if you dare. 
Tn time of trouble 
remember that life is worth living 
because God really loves you. 
Francis Parrish 
DADDY 
Twinkly blue eyes set in rows 
of furrowed wisdom. 
framed in silver. 
Eyes so often filled wi th tears 
of joy or sadness 
through the years. 
Six feet two-
Mighty Oak or Weeping Willow? 
What puzzlement at tears shed 
over my first bra-
Teenform 32AA, followed closely 
by the monthly visitor. 
"Your rite of passage" as ample arms 
encircled me and tears joined mine. 
Timeless as the oak and 
gentle as the willow 
There to lean on, cry wi h 
and learn from, you gently 
guided my fragile spirit 
by gi ving me your tears 
and sharing mine. 
I found comfort in your weeping, willow, 
and courage in your strength, knowing 
bending doesn't always make you weak. 
Suzanne Allen 
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MEMORY OF A MEMORY 
Looking out 
Across cottage l'ooftops 
Into August's bright day 
Gathering up summer's end 
With blue, translucent sky 
And gulls gliding gracefully 
Over shimmering flecks of sunlight 
Moving out to meet the cre t5 
Shaped by gentle breeze 
Filled with tang and memory 
This moment of sheer beauty 
And all-encompassing awareness 
Piercing the soul 
Too fragile to hold 
But only to let go 
To be caught up by the wave 
And returned to the sea 
Gone from the present 
But held in the heart 
This gossamer glimpse 
Of what will enfold 




Gainesville Junior College Production of Tartuffe, Spring, 1982 
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TARTUFFE - A COMMENTARY 
iartUlfe is one of the lass ie F.ighteenth Century plays, written by an 
out -tlillding dt'l). a L t of tile periori, Maliel'e. It hi a classic mainly beC8Ul:>e of 
its haracterizlltions and it· harl'l(!t. r analysj<.; , which are cleverly conceaLrl in 
delightfully satiric comedy. Moliere, like his contemporaries, wrote in a 'lylized 
patl...:rIl, but c did show tllat hun Hn aalure, however portrayed, remain f'1U('l') 
the :arne. Truly, "The loor t ing<; change, the more they remain the "arne.' 
Vloilere gave his play the subtitle, "rne 1m. oster"; today tile appellation of "The 
lIypocrite" is frequently used. Both fl t the case but "The Imposter" seems a bit 
the stronger because Tartuffe is po~ing as one who is the epitome of piety and 
holy itnpul es; in reality he is the opposite-and then some! Vloliere defended 
hi nself I1glli nst the charge of impropriety in his choice of charac ers: the 
wicked man posing as a good man, a~ainst the really good, though certainly 
gullible, man. There is no doubt that these two characters are somewhat 
ovel'drawn, but that is a common device in drama and is generally done for 
effect. However, Moliere pointed out that men dislike sa t ire-applied to 
ti l .m3elves, of course. s he said in tile preface to his play, it is one thing to 
show human meannes , quile another to expose it to ridicule. 
Moliere very cleverly did not introduce Tartuffe until Scene 2, Act III. By this 
time we have tl clear picture of him through the eyes of the other principals. 
Of Orgon's whole household, only Orgon and his mother have any great regard 
for the piou fellow, because the others all have some various evidences of 
hypocrisy. The trouble is, however, Orgon is convinced that Tartuffe is 
completely good, and nothing can convince him otherwise. And so the play 
proceeds to its expected end, the exposure of Tartuffe as the villain he is. He 
over-extends his crass greed; if he had been content with a modest swindle he 
might have gotten away with it. But then, of course, it would not have been 
Moliere'S play, and the triumph of virtue would have been less spectacular. 
Now to consider whether the character of Tartuffe is believable. It was earlier 
noted that both he and Orgon were to some degree overdrawn. That is true 
enough, but dramatists may use this device quite legitimately in order to throw 
a given character into sharp relief; this may be necessary to understand the 
action of the play. Careful consideration of the character of Tartuffe shows 
him to be what the British call "a nasty piece of goods," so that any technique 
for showing him up might well be justified. Moliere's technique here was 
delicately masterly. He cleverly balanced subtle scheming with broad comedy. 
Even when he seemed to telegraph events, they came off smoothly every time. 




Vultures hElve culture. 
~ eil I'll be dog-ged. 
nd that's a cool cat. 
Rats! 
What a louse of a mou e. 
Lives in the grouse's house. 
A legal eagle advises beagles. 
And the moose will remain loose. 
Deer. 
Charles Dicken5 loved chickens. 
And that's a whale of a tale. 
For a lark let's kiss a shark. 
In Tuscon, they cherish all bison 
And there goes the fly, boys. 
Let's play possum. 
The skunk thunk a bit 
That the mole is very holy. 
But alas I have yak-ked 
Much too long, 
And wish you not to get eel at me. 




Thomas C. Webb 
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THE ONES AND THE TWOS 
i Ie )lIe' dnd the 1 wos ill' Ull eqwtl. 1 he; fv. ..;. e~" to e~ f eel 8.n equn'" _ ,'Vi lit 
the 01 es ; the Twos' effort~ have no ef"fec on the One . ..;, and tlli3 apathy, 
O!~ t ' l(' part of the One", ays tfw Onp" hay t oo inti I) 111\1'1 IlOUld know ho\', i 
fed.:; to hllve lese;; . ]w follovl ,ng dl:' ,!ou:' e ellslied . 
"Tnere a:-e way ", and tliere lire .ItlY"," sAirl the One. , while ~ IJiling through 
tIJe ' ~ te t Il . 
The Two. I having heard folderoll and balderdash many times before, replied with 
clarity und vision, "B~ .yell ad ' i t: J, do not digress, for \ e have advice, and will 
n'Jl regress; b' fair and wise, and hear our proposal, or we will advi e, that you 
im~et your di ~posal." 
[nl! One') if : their unrighteolJs indignHtion, replied in reprisal, "You seek to 
lead, yet you cannot be Jed; your pal try freedom has gone to your head. Except 
fOI' youI' displea ing presence, we'll accept no more, this ranting of peasants. 
TII€se rebellious a.ttitudes are far beyond rea on, and hy speaking your minds, 
you commit high treason." 
The Twos, after not much deliberation and even less thought, spoke in rejoinder 
and ~ ultimatum, tilt's plain to sec that you •· .. ill not bend to sway our grief and 
nelll its rend. So make your peace, inheri t the wind, farewell to all, this is the 
end. I 
To make a long story short, the Ones were directly multiplied by the Twos, and 
then, One by One, Two by Two, they subtracted each other. 
Quite a bit later as the sun took a dive not East, there existed no Ones, no 
Twos, and all was quiet; the quiet was quite relaxing • 
. Jeff Starnes 
39 
SEPARATION 
You jerked the rug from under me 
{ 
fell 
Not believing the Cl'y I heard was mine. 
Whirling, I dreamed of regained passion 
Up ide down 
r longed for love now 10 t 
Until after a painful eternity 
J landed on my feet again . 
Lucille Bennett 
PISSED OFF: DEDICATED TO MY HUSBAND 
I'm going to Squeaky 's to get me a beer, 
You can go with me or you can stay here. 
Bennie Ledf ord 
40 
UNTITLED 
I did not meAn, to put a flea in your ear, 
For to instill doubt, is the essence of fear. so 
Be not afraid. of the ghost called the past, 
Take off his ear, and nail it to the mast , 
Tomorrow beckons, near and far, 
Yesterday's gone, a fallen star, 
The wind and the rain. 
They too will pass, 
When all has been, 





The ego enters. 
Fragility. 




Concei ved of love 
Born of passion; 
A feeling of wonder ment 
'\ sense of accomplishment; 
thing of fear 





To be at your best 
and know what you want today) 
brings joy tomorrow. 
Donna Underwood 
YOU NEVER KNOW HOW MANY 
Draculas are out there trying to make a decent li ving 
off the blood you need. You can't tell by sharp smiles 
or mysterious eyes because most vampires don 't think 
of themselves as sycophant" (and thus have nothing 
to hi de), nor do they reali ze such 1i ving isn ' t 
decent. Cripples wishing for others' warmth, 
they miss the \1idas paradox-the wish fulfilled 
surrounds with zombies. Pity them only 
9.t distance for cures are 
practically non-existen t. I've spotted 
a vampire once or twice in my life (I knew 
by the way I felt I was suffocating or 
Ilt least needed a transfusion) and escaped 
before I accepted too much charming 
affection disguised as eternal love 
that was really eternal 
devotion on my part. Still I never 
breathe too easy because Draculas are 
restless. One will always turn up again, 
white-faced and yearning enough to make you 
forget to watch, even as your last 
life disappears forever 
and you turn, white-faced and yearning yourself. 
Sally Russell 
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MY CRY 
Papa, why lie so 
So long like log, 
Hands stretched with legs 
\1outh and eyes closed, lips unmoved 
Face upwards, and as silent as night 
Ready for sil{ feet of earth. 
Those who dared not look upon your face, 
Have come out as me, 
Go in and out of Papa's face 
Like people from bazaar to funeral 
Only to mock, those on Papa's left, 
And to sympathize those on Papa's right. 
My right arm is broken, 
Rain has beaten me 
The hope of bread is gone, 
And the tree on which 1 lean is fallen 
IIDeath has slapped me in the face. 1I 
What next to do? 
To follow father and ancestors? 
You are worse than nobody. 
Be guided in your thoughts. 
At the mouth, it shall be provided. 
Becky Ngeve 
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